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And teeth ground hard of prison-grates that jarred
And split as 'twere with sound my heart, which was
As ice that cleaves in sunder : for there came
Through that black breathless air an iron note
Of locks that shut and sounded, and being dumb
There left me quick entombed in stone, and hid
Too deep for the day's eyeshot; then I woke
With the sea's roaring and the wind's by night
Fresh in my sense, and on my travailing heart
A weight of walls and floors and upper earth
That held me down below the breach o' the sea
Where its tide's wash kept witness overhead
How went the scornful days and nights above
Where men forgot me and the living sun
As a dead (log passed over.

Qium*                               What, alone?

She went not with you living underground
To sit in chains and hear the sea break ? nay,
She would not cast you off.    This was your love,
Your love of*her and need of her sweet sight,
That brought her so upon your sleep, and made
Your sense so fearful of all things but this,
And all else heard and seen so terrible
But her face only : she should comfort you,
Whom I should bring to wreck ; why, so she said,
Saying how she had loved you whom I loved not; yea.
Her eyes were sad, she said, that saw forsooth
So little love between us : this sweet word,
This word of hers at parting, this it was
Of which your dream was fashioned, to give sign